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lore professor, whose lectures at one time he used to attend.
When some pupil would propound to him a question that was
more audacious than behooved the subject, this good man would
frown in blank, bewildered confusion and would open his mouth
to its utmost stretch.
Thus did Finn Toller look when Mad Bet asked him whether
her "young man" would "feel" anything when that iron bar
crushed his skull.
"If he did feel it / should feel it, Finn Toller," repeated that
crouching figure, pulling her shawl so far down over her face
that the syllables she emitted issued forth in a muffled tone.
Mr. Toller continued to survey this enveloped head. It was
hard for him to tell whether the woman's eyes were scrutinising
him closely from beneath it or whether they were blinded by the
folds of the shawl. But he watched her intently; as a tame wolf
might watch its robber master ere they rose to attack a caravan-
serai of travellers.
From Cordelia's post of observation the madwoman's head,
illuminated by those red flames, resembled an old Bible pic-
ture of the Witch of Endor. Squatting there on the floor of that
ruined chantry she might have been an image of Despair con-
fronted by an image of Murder; the former being conscious of
every implication of the deed they discussed, the latter wrapped
in a dull, stupid, besotted daze of animal uneasiness.
Resting with their heads pressed against their protecting elder
bush, both Mr. Evans and Cordelia experienced many queer sen-
sations as the acrid-smelling smoke from this fire hit their nos-
trils. Beating down his darker feelings, Mr. Evans set himself
to recall a certain melancholy passage in Malory, the words of
which, from, constant perusal, he could reproduce in their pre-
cise lilt. These, as the damp twigs flapped against his head, and
the wind through the ruined walls made a dull moaning in his
ears, he repeated under his breath:
" Then Sir Launcelot never after ate but little meat, ne drank,
till he was dead. For then he sickened more and more, and dried
and dwined away. For the Bishop nor none of his fellows might
not make him to eat, and little he drank, that he was waxen by
a cubit shorter than he was, that the people could not know him.